THE SPANISH WAR
comes the Otsondo pass, onl7 2,400 feet Ugh but bare and
bleak, and then down into the valley to Elisondo. This
little town, which was a base for military operations
in the direction of Vera and Enderlarza against Irun,
has some claim to be known m history. For a long time
it was the capital of the tiny Baztan republic which
only disappeared in the seventeenth century. Prosper
Merimee chose it as the scene for his Carmen^ and
during the final phases of the Peninsular War British
troops were garrisoned there, and it frequently saw
Wellington, whose headquarters were only a few miles
distant
From Elisondo the road took me over the Velate pass
and thence to the walls of Pampeluna. The sun was
high in the heavens, and it was one of the hottest days I
can remember. At every village and cross-roads my car
was stopped either by Civil Guards or by peasants wearing
the scarlet beret of the Requetes or Carlists They were
mostly sympathetic and friendly, eager to hear from abroad
what was happening in their own country, confessing
that they themselves knew nothing, except that they had
taken up arms to fight for their religion and their country
against the pagan Reds of Madrid and Moscow In one
village the guards had at their head their red-faced,
white-haired old farochw, or vicar, who came forward
when my car was stopped and questioned me in detail as
to my journey. When he heard that I was an English
journalist he apologised for his "needless suspicions/'
saying, "We have already stopped two cars containing
Reds with their pockets full of dynamite cartridges, and
have sent them under guard to the military authorities
at Pampeluna."
On the top of the Velate pass there are barely half a
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